Old No.1 


Author: HelloDMyNamelsJason 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Kirk Hammett 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Jun 18 2013 10:59:01 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Old No.7 


| don't know what it is that makes me want him, or why. But | do. It might be his mop of long golden curls, his 
sparkling blue eyes, his lithe but strong body. It might be his attitude, fiery and confrontational, dangerous 
even. It could be his rare but stunning grin, his perfect lips. But I'm betting its the fact that | cant have him, 
he is so close yet so far. James is the straightest guy | know, which is the problem. I'm afraid to tell him my 
feelings in case | ruin our friendship. But l'm also afraid that if | keep them in I'll do something | really regret, | 
just need to know. | just need some closure, | know he will reject me but i want to hear it from his own lips. So 
that's why lve decided that tonight, all my cards are being thrown on the table and thats that. | know that 
James and | will be alone tonight and | know he probably wont start drinking until at least nine. That gives me 
three hours to work up the courage and face my demons. To face my demon should | say, James being said 
demon. A fiery wound up spring ready to uncoil at anytime, usually upon a poor innocent. Never at his own 
demons though. | don't know what they are but | do know all his frustrations and anger are from somewhere 
deeper. That's why whenever he uncoils on me, | take it on the chin and play into his charade. l'm like that 
though. Its just in my nature to sacrifice myself for others, why should my loved ones suffer when | could 
suffer for them? 

| sit alone mine and James’ room, thinking about what l'm going to say for the eleventh time today, I'm no 


closer to knowing. | guess I'll just have to find out, right now. | reach behind the beat up set of drawers next 


to me and grab the bottle of Jack Daniels | had bought especially for tonight. 


My bargaining chip. | stare at the honey coloured liquid, | suddenly feel sick. 

"C'mon, Hammet" | murmur to myself as | push up off the mattress. | hesitate at the door, only a hallway 
separates me and James. | hope he is in a good mood. | hear him messing about on my beat up Fender as | 
walk slowly up the short hall. A bluesy beat filling my ears and calming my nerves, only a little though. My 
heart is in my mouth. 

"Hey James." | say loudly above his playing, he looks over the back of the tattered couch and smiles. The 
playing stops as he spies the bottle in my hand. 

"Sup Kirk, you kept that quiet." He nods his head at the bottle before leaning the guitar against the sofas arm. 
| shrug my shoulders as | sit next to him, studying the bottle in my hands. 

"I had too, it wouldn't of lasted a night in this place." My voice isn't quite normal, a little quieter, more timid. He 
laughs and throws his arms over the back of the sofa, stretching his legs out. | cant help but let my eyes 
trail down his body while hes not looking, oh god he is just perfect. 

"| don't blame you." | don't fail to see his eyes follow the bottle as | lean forward and place it on the cluttered 
table with a clunk. | take in a deep breath and turn to him, my heart thumping in my ears. 

"| have to talk to you." My words come out in a rush, James looks almost startled for a second. 

"Sure man, shoot." He speaks so coolly, he has no idea whats going on in my head. Then again, neither do |. 
"Just promise me that we will drink that bottle after." He sits forward and grins. 

"What could you possibly say that would make me not want to drink that," He laughs into his hands and | cant 
help but smile, | love that sound. "I'm assuming your admitting to murder or something.” His eyes twinkle with 
amusement when | roll my own. 

"Just promise me?" He shrugs and holds his hand out to me, | take a hold of it and he gives me a firm shake. 
"Okay, | promise. So what is it?" He turns to face me a little, tucking one foot under the opposite knee. While 
I'm sitting like | have a god damned stick up my ass. Just speak you fool. 

"Well, me and you, were good friends right?" 

"Right." 

"And well, | have.uh, been thinking a lot recently." 

"Jesus, Kirk, thinking?! Call a fucking ambulance. He says with a snort of laughter, | punch him in the arm. This 
just sets him off laughing harder as he rubs at the spot where | hit him. These moments usually warm my 
heart, but right now it is not fucking helpful. 

"James, c'mon, stop being childish." 

"Sorry," He wipes a tear from his eye, his chuckles subsiding. "Okay I'm done." 

"Right, okay." | take a deep breath, it feels pointless now. "lve been thinking alot and, uh." He sits forward, 
looking at me expectantly, waiting. "I like you." My voice is quiet but certain. The silence that follows is too 
fucking long, its actually deafening. Its a void, boring into my soul. God, | feel sick 

"Are you fucking with me?" There is little heat behind his words, | turn to him and his eyes are set on me. 
"Fuck, James, of course not" | dig my elbows into my knees and speak into my hands. | wasn't expecting that, | 
expected him to be disgusted. But | can't even read his expression anymore, | still don't have my answer. 
"Wha-, since when?" | peek at him over my hands and drag them down my face. 

"For a while now." 

"Really?" He still doesn't sound convinced, he sounds mildly amused actually. 

"Yes, really." He blows a breath out pursed lips, shaking his head a litte. 

"Well, okay then" He plants both feet back on the ground. My head snaps to him, okay then? That's it?! 
"What? So-" 


"Look, Kirk. | need time to absorb that, | mean-" He shakes his head again. "| don't even know dude." | stand and 
he looks up at me, his brows furrowed. 

‘lm sorry, I'll just-" 

"Shut up and sit back down, idiot” He sighs and | see a faint smile. "That seal is still intact and I'm not happy 
about it, Kirk" He looks at me and his smile grows. | cant believe this. My heart is fluttering with hope. My 
mind is clearing. A ten ton weight has been lifted off my shoulders and is almost forgotten as | sit back down. 
The seal is cracked and the bottle is passed back and forth as we slip into a deep conversation about music 
and lyrics, just band stuff in general. ‘We could do this.nah nah, this would be better.| was thinking about.oh 
yeah that would be awesome.’ Blah blah, you get the idea. Nothing out of the ordinary at all. | couldn't stop the 
permanent grin on my face halfway through the bottle, | had a pleasant and almost giddy buzz. Relief, alcohol 
and just pure happiness coursing through my veins as we spoke about mundane things. Now, being three 
quarters of the way through it, | don't even know what | feel. Definitely drunk, hammered? Yes, | think so. 
James takes a long pull, after we passed the label he stopped grimacing. The guys drinking it like fucking water. 
| follow a trickle from the corner of his mouth with great interest. | don't realise how intently until James 
lowers the bottle slowly and | dont notice. He quirks his head a little and laughs. | grin, not aware that is 
laughter is aimed at me. 

"Fuckin thought | lost ya there, for a sec." | furrow my brows and take the bottle from his outstretched hand. 
"PFFF, was jus- yer drunk maan" | shake my head and smirk around the bottle. He pushes at my arm and | 
topple to the side, colours blur in my vision 

"Of course m'fuckin drunk, who isn't?" | manage to save the bottle, | smile smugly to myself and take another 
mouthful. 

"Minot drunk." He snatches the bottle out my hand, it takes me a moment to notice. 

"My ass, you are so fucking drunk." He studies me closely, a grin on his face. "Look at you! No more for you.” | 
shrug and glance around the room, my vision two steps behind me. The room isn't still, | don't know if l'm 
swaying or if it just feels like | am. | barely register the clunk of the bottle on the table before James is 
pressed against me. Thigh to thigh, his heat seeping through my clothes and setting my skin on fire. | feel his 
breath on my neck and | actually whimper. Oh shit. 

"Guess wha'?" He says, his voice low. | swallow hard and blink slowly. 

"What?" | breath, my shoulders rigid, my back tense, my eyes glued to an overflowing ashtray on the coffee 
table. 

‘Mhorny, Kirk" He says right into my ear, my eyes roll closed and | tilt my chin up a little. | could have come 
right there and then | swear. 

"Don't do this James." | murmer. 

"Why not?" He mutters, | suck in a breath as he licks a white hot trail up my neck that soon turns cold. "Don't 
you want me?" He nips the skin. "Cos | want you." 

"Oh fuck" | breath, my self control snapping. | have wanted to hear those words for months, lve wanted to feel 
his breath on my neck for ages. Its a pity its laced with alcohol, but fuck it. Fuck. It. | turn to James and plant 
a hand on the side of his face, then the other. | stare into his amazingly blue eyes for just a second and my 
heart skips a beat. Its James who closes the gap between us, a clumsy peck, followed by another that lingers. | 
slide my tongue along the seam of his mouth and moan at his heat when his lips part for me. His tongue slides 
and curls hungrily against my own, he tastes of liquor and rainbows. His hand closes around the growing bulge 
in my pants as our lips move together and fill the air with wet smacking sounds. He pulls away and his eyes 


bore into me. 


"Touch me." He commands, pressing his forehead against my own. His liquor tainted breath is almost 
intoxicating along with his close proximity. | tentatively cross my arm over his and cup him, he is already hard. 
He sighs softly and his head drops to the back of the sofa, his tongue darting out to wet his parted lips. His 
fingers fiddle with my button, he growls as he just cant figure out how to open it. | snort and push his hand 
away and do it myself, he smirks and does the same. Our trousers and boxers are pulled down to mid thigh 
almost in sync. | shudder as the cool air attacks my cock, | look over at James and his eyes are trained on my 
proud erection. 

‘Someones happy ta see me." He says with a goofy laugh and | grin, letting my eyes snap to where they are 
desperate to look His shaft is long and smooth, a pink and leaking head, a nest of light curls. 

"Says you." He nudges my arm and | look him in the eyes. They are a little bloodshot and darkened with lust. 
My insides coil as his fingers trail lightly up the inside of my thigh, he leans over and crashes our lips 
together. Blindly, | slide my hand from his hip bone, across heated skin, massaging a little before drifting lower. 
He bites my bottom lip, drawing a choked groan from a place | didn't even know existed. | feel his grin and a 
moment later he takes a hold of me, my body tenses at the warmth of his hand. | follow suit and wrap my 
fingers around his shaft, the kiss brakes with a loud smack and my head lolls back My mind is only on what 
James is doing to me and keeping up my movements on him as pleasure takes over. His soft moans and pants 
spur me on. This isn't about tender touches or passion This is about finding the quickest way possible to reach 
our finish. The pleasure is building fast, | keep telling myself ‘This is James, you have James!" | speed up my 
movements on him, dragging my thumb across his leaking head. 

"Nhh shit" He breathes, his head falling onto my shoulder. My breathing is ragged and my mouth is dry, | suck 
my bottom lip between my teeth. His hand squeezes and twists, | spread my legs as wide as | can and try to 
keep them from bucking, tilting them forward instead ‘Fuck, | clamp my teeth down harder, my eyes squeezing 
shut. Its almost too much, too intense. 

"Unh, James." | feel the familiar tightening in my stomach, a few more pumps and it drops to my balls. My 
body arches up off the sofa, shuddering as | cum hard. My movements on James pause, my mind too 
consumed with pleasure to multitask As pick back up, James’ panting is mingled with light moans Im sure he's 
not conciously making. Several more thrusts and he tenses. 

"Mn yeah," He growls, his hips pushing into my hand. lve heard James say that word countless times, | dont 
think I'll hear it in the same way ever again. 


